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Mexico, up to the coast of the United States, across the
Atlantic and along the shore of liastern Spain. l;rom Genoa
our boat went down to Civtta Vcrchia, the old port for
Rome. We were to he there for two days, I deckled to
take the train into Rome and spend a day there* I had
never been before and was not sure if I knew anybody, I
remembered, however, thai the nephew of Cardinal
Merry del Val was studying at the Beda College* anil 1
went there to see him.
We decided to go and look at the Vatican library. On
the way this young nun suggested: "Why don't you come
and see the Pope?" to which 1 responded; "One cannot
just go like that ami see the Pope. I am not dressed for it
anyway.1' He replied that that was nonsense, anybody
could go in any respectable suit and at leant see the Pope
in public audience, I could not make up my mind that I
really wanted to do this. My uncle had fought for Pope
Pius IX as a Papa! Zouave in 1870* He. had afterwards
been appointed a Privy Chamberlain, which is the equiva-
lent of an Hnglish Lord -in-Waiting^ and after he had spent
fifty years at the Court; of the Pope ho was* given a further
high decoration, whilst his son had previously been made
an officer in the Noble Guard*
It was only natural, therefore, that In my childhood days
I had been brought up on stories connected with the
Vatican and had been led to dream of this Court as some*
thing rather wonderful. Incidentally, I had also always
understood that anybody connected with the Italian State
was somebody to be looked on with horror (but that is
beside the point), Therefore, it did not seem to me at all
suitable that I should have my first audience of the Pope
neither properly dressed nor properly prepared; arid yet